THE   QUESTING    BEAST
fox turned and began to walk backwards into the water.
Back and back he stepped, slowly but unhesitatingly, until
no part of him but his head appeared above the water. He
still continued until only his nose and mouth were above,
with the lump of wool still firmly held in his jaws.
Suddenly he let go of the wool, turned round and came
out of the water. He shook himself twice and ran off to
his home. Then the shepherd perceived in the moonlight
that the white wool had become black. He pulled it to the
water's edge with the end of his crook and was amazed to
find it one mass of fleas.
As a method of ridding one's body of these pests the
fox's action is hard to beat.
W.C.M. had a farm the other side of Worcester, and I
went to stay with him for a few days. The length of the
visit was cut short by a difference of opinion, and I walked
out of the house. When I returned to Astley I realized
that my nerves were not improving as they should, since
the argument that had caused the trouble was so trivial that
only intolerance born of the nervous system of both of us
co\ild have been the reason for such stupidity.
W.C.M. was obviously still suffering from the effects of
war and I from the effects of prison. I stayed with him
again a few years later, after he had married, and we laughed
much over our past follies.
Realizing I needed change, I took advantage of an offer
to appear in " The Marriage of Columbine " by Harold
Chapin, which the Strolling Plays were producing, and
went to London for rehearsals. I enjoyed this immensely,
as 1 do anything connected with the stage, and the play
was a success.
On returning to the country I discovered amongst some
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